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and of nations, long periods of pros- 
perity, like long seasons of hot sunshine 
breed fevers and pestilences, and lethar- 
gy, and wantonness, and crime, and the 
social atmosphere becomes foul, and the 
political horizon becomes murky and 
blotched with wrong, and the sky becomes 
surcharged with the exhalations which 
call down wrath, and the lightnings are 
hurled to purify the air and purge iniqui- 
tous earth. 

And opposing principles meet together 
and struggle for the mastery. As a cer- 
tain statesman has said, "There have al 
ways been two parties in government. 
Their names change but their principles 
remain essentially the same and the re- 
sultant of their struggle marks the path of 
our national history." 

And so it came to pass in our own fair 
land that the foundations of our temple of 
liberty came out of the heavings of revo- 
lution, and every stone we have builded 
upon them has been purged on the fur- 
nace of fire. 

Our civil war was not the product of a 
day nor of a generation. It was the ri- 
pened fruit from the seeds of evilthatwere 
brought in the first slave ship in 1619. 

Our country was as an eagle captured 
in its tender youth and chained to the 
throne of England, but in the strength of 
its years it burst its chains and soared 
aloft to breathe the inspiring air of liber- 
ty and equality, but in its bosom it car- 
ried the viper that was to sting it in its 
flight. The evil of slavery like some ex- 
crescence was gathering to a head in our 
body politic. The Missouri compromise 
of 1820 checked it for a time, but who 
can hold to earth the prayers of God's op- 
pressed, and who can stop the onward 
roll of the judgment car? 

Abraham Lincoln as a young man 
stood and saw a brutal slaver who called 
himself a man, because forsooth his skin 
was white, beat with a stick a fair young 
girl and sell her as a beast of burden to 
the highest bidder because in the provi- 
dence of God her face had been kissed by 
the African sun, and his lank form quiv- 
ered with rage and he held his hand to 
heaven and took an oath and said, "If 
ever I get a chance to hit this thing, I'll 
hit it hard." 

And that time came on apace. And all 
the while the two political currents were 
running on and the positive and negative 
forces as it were, of union and secession 
were gathering to their respective poles, 

• and all the while the mutterings of the 
earthquake were becoming more ominous 
and in the volcano of war the thunder- 
bolts of God were heating white. And 
the atmosphere was already thick and 
growing thicker,   and the   baying of the 

bloodhounds let loose from the South by 
the fugitive Slave Act of 1850, resounded 
throughout the North and pierced the 
clouds of heaven, and the God of nations 
heard it. 

And the blood of bleeding Kansas cried 
alound from the ground, and the murky 
sky grew black and blacker. 

In vain did Congress plan and parley. 
In vain did Webster and Hayne debate. 
In vain did Henry Clay plead for peace. 
The sky was surcharged with wrath. For 
O, dear friends, the clanking of the 
chains of four million slaves and the sobs 
from broken and dissevered homes, and 
the blood of the innocent and helpless 
were powerful pleaders at the throne of 
justice. 

"Though the mills of God grind slowly, 
Yet they grind exceeding small 

Though with patience he stand waiting 
With exactness grinds he all." 

And William Loyd Garrison took a 
whip and went into the temple of liberty 
and scourged the men who made barter 
there of the image of God for yellow gold, 
and Wendell Phillips thundered in the 
cities, and Beecher plead the union 
cause before the mobs of England, and 
Harriet Beecher Stowe, in her story of 
"Uncle Tom's Cabin", stabbed with her 
pen the hearts of the masses, and they 
cried out and Lincoln now called of God 
to stand by the helm looked up into the 
lurid heavens and with prophetic tongue 
he spake and said, "The cup of our in- 
iquity is full and the vials of God's wrath 
are about to be poured out." 

And as he spake the first spark flashed 
at Harpers' Ferry and burst into a flame 
at Ft. Sumpter that gleamed and sprang 
from fifty thousand sabres over the wide 
country and the storm of war was on and 
the earth shook with the tread of armies 
and resounded with the clash of arms and 
rattle of musketry, and the war horses 
pawed in the valley and the cannon 
boomed on the hilltops and the vials of 
wrath obscured the sun and lightning 
flashed from cloud to cloud and a dark 
pall settled down and hid the scene arid 
for four long, dreadful, bloody years the 
battle raged and brother's hand was dyed 
in brother's blood in that unholy strife. 
And the nation was convulsed and gasped 
and heaved, and struggled to rear its head 
above the cloud till finally the chains of 
slavery were burst asunder. The gar- 
ments of our country were washed in the 
blood of the innocent slain and the clouds 
cleared away, and the sun shone out upon 
the scene of battle. 

But O, what dreadful sights he saw ! 
Empty or broken homes, ruined cities, 

desolated  fields from which  white faces 
blanched in death looked ghastly at the 

pitying stars. 25,000 on the field of Shi- 
loh, 24,000 more at Murfreesboro, 27,000 
at Fredcricksburg and Chancellorsville, 
30,000 in the Peninsular campaign, 50,- 
000 on the awful field of Gettysburg, 60,- 
000 from the Kapidan to James river. 
And the heart grows faint and sick 300,- 
000 brave, loyal, heroic union men alone 
lay silent in death and from the field a 
long line came, weary and worn and burn- 
ing with fevers, and limping with rheuma- 
tism, with crutches, and slings, and ban- 
dages, and from the Southern prisons, 
weak, emaciated forms appeared and 
cheered the flag and joyfully render it 
and the blue sky hastened home to join 
their loved ones and regain their strength 
and spend it again in the arts of peace. 

The war is over and we gather about 
the fire and listen to the veterans tell of 
all the things that happened. They tell 
us how they first enlisted and how they 
marched proudly to the field of battle, of 
the rattling drum and stirring life. 

They tell about the first battle, of the 
foraging experiences, of the gallant charge 
up Missionary Ridge, of the stubborn 
siege at Vicksburg, of the devastation of 
the Shenandoah by Sheridan and his fa 
mous ride at Cedar Creek. They tell us of 
the prisons, of Andersonville and Libby, 
and how they slept upon the frozen ground 
or in the rain and mud, and lived for 
days on half rations, or fought by day 
and stood guard by night. 

They tell of the marvellous escapes and 
of the less fortunate comrades. They tell 
of the gallant leaders, and our hearts burn 
within us as we listen and wonder at the 
tales of sacrifice. But soon others will 
have to tell the tales alone, for the veter- 
ans are fast passing away. One after an- 
other the green doors open on the hillside 
and they step quietly into that silent 
bourne from which no traveler returns. 

Grant has long since gone. Indomita- 
ble Grant who always "fought it out," 
and Sheridan, terrible Sheridan with his 
terrible men. "Little Phil," they used to 
call him, he sleeps among the rest, and 
Hooker, Thos. Hooker's gone and Sher- 
man who marched to the sea and had three 
horses shot from under him. He lelt us 
but five years ago. And Thomas, gallant, 
heroic Thomas, "the Rock of Chica- 
mauga" is gone ; and Logan whose Indian 
blood but gave him fiercer, braver look 
and more courageous heart. Logan's 
gone, and so one after another as the roll 
is called in the other world, answer to 
their names and wrap their blankets about 
them and lie down in peace and the roll 
of the dead grows longer as that of the 
living grows less and soon they will all be 
gone, But their work lives on, and the flag 
they loved floats on in majesty, but the 


